———ñẽd — 
Sapartons Alarum, to all ſuch as do beare 


The name of true Souldierg,in England, oꝛ els wheare. 


that warlike feates einbꝛace, 


Sit downe a while, # harken heere, 


a ſeruinge Souldiers caſe; 


aye downe the ſhiuered Speare, 
and eke the battered ſhielde, 


From Trumpets ſound withdzaw thine eare, 


and harke in open field. 


The true complaint of one, 
whoſe gaine by ſeruice got 

Will ſcarſely pelde a hungry Boone, 
to caſt into the Pot. 


Ik euer warlike wighte, 
Hath ſerued his time in vaine: 
In hope to haue bin wellrequighte, * 
and hath receiued diſdaine. 


In faith then Jam he, 
ſuch one that foz my parte 

Haue ready bin full willinglye, 
with hand, and eeke with Harte. 


To ſeruemy Puinte in fielde, 
whiles life had bearing bꝛeath. 

Is one that minded not to pelde. 
no fo2ced life 02 death. 


The fiery Cannons thump, 
thecragged Scull that rines? 

Whoſe fo2ce by inwarde charge is wonte, 
to ſpoyle popze Douldiers liueg. 


[| 
Could neuer fo2ce me pet. 
the enemies face to bonne: 
If Captaines courage ſemed kit, 
the conqueſt to haue wonne. 


And fo: the time perchaunce, 
J was accepted then, 

And pꝛomiſed to haue aduaunce, 
as ſoone as other men. 


I ſpeake as founde J haue, 
what thoe J amcontente: 

Fo: Saparton now wareth graue, 
Some youthfull yeares are ſpente, 


Tis not the curled head, 
noꝛ pet the friſled heare: 

That courage giues in time ot neede, 
to weld thunweldy Speare. 


Some youthfull Imps J knowe, 
that beares a paſſing grace: 

If they to pitched fielde ſhould goe, 
durſt ſcarily ſþevo their face. 


But when that all is don. 
Tis man hood makes the man: 

Match not the Candell with the Sunne, 
no praiſe deſerue you than. 


If cour age craues a fame, 
remaining in the bꝛeaſt: 


Then manhood needes muſt make his tlaime 


fo2 to excell the reſte. 


Though Venus ſtriue with Man, 
to get the vpper grounde: 

At length pet (ball the barded Horſe, 
xte ede both Hauke and Hounde. 


And Luſtie Laddes to pou. 
let not pour courage quell: 
Good hap hereafter may enſue, 


though J good hap do ſell, 


CCoaſteon apace althoe, 
Light Hoꝛſeman trace the ſople: 


Encounter ſharpely with thy foe , 


Wake hauocke of the ſpople. 


Eſteeme not my vll hap, 
Not weye it ought at all, * "op 
The wight that ſcapes the Cannons clap, 
Nunnes yet to further thzall, 


wo rs, nde . 

ecauſe he hath ſuche wꝛonge 

In dolefull tunes, Oruſtick Pan, ; : 
Now helpe to waile this ſonge. 


So thus myleaue J take, 
O Soul dier now farewell: 
No moꝛe to do now will J make, 


but Sod pꝛeſerue Queene E L. 
FINIS. IohaSapartoa. 


Impꝛintedat Lon- 


don, in Fleefeſtreefe, by Villiam How, 
foz Richard Johnes, and are to 
be ſolde at his ſhoppe 
vnder the Lotterie 
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